
of Titus- Andronicus. 

As if a double bunt were heard at once. 

Let vs fit downe and marke theyr yellowing noyfe : 
And after conflict fuch as was fuppofde 
The wandring Prince and Dido once enioved, 

W hen with a happy ftorme they were furprifde. 

And curtaind with a counfaile-keeping Caue, 

We may each wreathed in the others armes, 

(Our pafhmes done) poflefte a golden Humber, 

Whiles houndes and homes, and fweet melodious birds 
Be vnto vs as is a Nurccs fong 
Of Lullabie, to bring her Babe a fleepe. 

Aron. Madame, though Venus gouerneyour defires, 
Saturne is dominator ouer mine : 

What fignifies my deadly (landing eye, - 

My filencc, and my dowdy melancholie, 

My fleece of woollie hayre that now vncurles, 

Euen as an Adder when (he doth vnrowle 
To doc (ome fatal! execution. 

No madam, thefe are no veneriall fignes, 

V engeance is in my hart, death in my hand, 

Blood and reuengeare hammering in my head. 

Harke Tumor a the EmpreflTe of my fbule. 

Which neuer hopes more heauen than r efts in thee, 

This is the day of doome for ' Bafsianus , 

His P hilomei mud loofe her tongue to day, 

Thy fonnes make pillage of her chaftitie. 

And wafli theyr hands in Bafsianus blood. 

Seeft thou this letter i take it vp I pray thee, 

And giuc the King this fatall plotted fcrowlc. J 
Now queftion me no more, we are efpied, 

Heere comes a parcell of ourhonefnli knnft,. 


Will rouze the proudeft Panther in the chafe. 

And clime the higheft promontary top. 

Titus. And I haue horfe will follow where the game 
Makes way, and runneslike fwallowes ore the plaine. 

‘Demetrius. Chtronwe. hunt not we, with horfe nor hound 
But hope to pluck a dainty Doe to ground. Exeunt. 


Enter Tumor a atone to the M oore. 

T amora. My louely eyfron, wherefore look’d thou fad, 
When euery thing doth make a gleefull boaft ! 

The birds chaunt melody on euery bulh. 

The Snakes lies rolled in the chearefull funne. 

The greene leaites quiuer with the cooling wind. 

And make a rheck erd fhadow on the ground : 

V nder their fweet fha de, Aron let vs fit. 

And whilft the babling Ecchoe mocks the hounds? 


Replying fhnlly to the well tun’d horneS, 
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